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Nightmare Comfort 


Author's Notes: 
| just came across this site. Very odd. And there's only like 2 Gorillaz fanfics so | thought, what the hell, I'll 


add some myself. l'm bored. 


Monsters clouded my mind, scratching and hissing at my skull, filling my head with shadows and blood and 
nettles and dead things. 


| opened my eyes 
Pitch black, and almost silent, if not for the creaks and groans of the zombies outside 

| stared into the darkness for a while, my heart beating madly and my eyes wide and unblinking, 
| got up. 


| pattered around the building, my palms sweaty. 


When | got to the kitchen, | switched on the light. 
| gasped. 


Murdoc was lying on the floor, clutching a bottle of beer. 
"Murdoc." | said. 

He groaned, turning over slightly and avoiding my eyes. 
"Murdoc." | said again, walking over to him. 

"Go back to bed" He muttered in a slow, tired voice. 


"What's wrong with you?" | asked, bending down and touching his cheek 
It was burning hot, and wet. 


"Get off mel" He grumbled, but didn't do anything other than move his face away. 
| looked at him. 

He looked like he had been crying, 

His eyes were blood shot, and his face was wet with tears. 

He smelled even worse than usual, as if he had spilled beer all over him and it had dried up. 
"Go to bed, Noodle." He spoke, in that horribly weak voice. 

He sounded run down. 

‘| can't sleep." | said. 

He made a short grunting noise. 

"Come on," | said, holding his shoulder and lifting him, "You have to get up." 

"Ynot the boss of me." He huffed, but clumsily got up anyway. 


"You're very drunk." | noted. 


He snorted. 


"Clever girl" He said, before seating himself on a chair by the table, still holding onto the bottle. 


"Why aren't you in bed?" | asked. 


"Same as you." He muttered, running his gangly fingers through his greasy hair. 

"Insomnia" | said very quietly. 

"Mm. Or something like it. Could be schizophrenia" Murdoc said, staring at his bottle. 

"| don't know if | have schizophrenia" | said, sitting opposite him and watching his expressions. 
He blinked very slowly and itched his nose. 


| have it," He mumbled, "Though sometimes l'm not sure. Keep having nightmares, see. Don't know what's 


what. Whats... hmmm.. Real, whatnot! 

"| have nightmares" | said 

Then he looked at me, properly. 

| was taken aback by how truly sad he looked, how defeated and weary he appeared 
"Yeah?" He croaked 


| nodded. 


"Yes," | said, "Horrible nightmares. They make me feel small. Weak." 

"Noodle, you are the strongest person | have ever met" Murdoc said, but he didn't smile. 

"But sometimes I'm scared of being too strong." | said, shocked that | was being so honest, with Murdoc of all 
people, about my fears and troubles. 

Perhaps it was because he was drunk, and wouldn't remember anything in the morning. 

"Hmm? How'd you mean?" He asked, frowning. 

| swallowed, looking down. 

"My nightmares.. Make me feel like a monster sometimes. So strong, | will harm everyone. Like a raging robot, 
or a mighty beast. | feel as if l'm dangerous, as if l'm not me at all, not Noodle. But a monstrous machine that 
will hurt everyone in its way. Even my friends." | almost cried then 

Murdoc looked at me for a while. 


| couldn't tell what his expression meant. 


"Nightmares." He finally said. 


"They feel so real” | said. 

"Noodle," He spoke as gently as his drunken mind would allow him, "You are strong. But not.. You're not a 
monster. And you're smart enough not to turn into one. You're one of the most compassionate and gentle 
human bloody beings I've ever come across. You're a bloody teenager and already you're better than most 
people I've met, from all over the world. You're a good kid, and you'll grow up to be a good woman, You're 
alright." 

| blinked. 

"Thank you." | said very quietly, but he didn't reply. Just picked at his dirty nails. 


It was silent for a while. 


| stared at my feet swinging from the chair. 

"What about you?" | then asked, looking back up at him. 

"What about me?" He said, peering into his bottle and, seeing it empty, sighing and pushing it to the side. 
"Your nightmares." | said. 

Murdoc made a disgusting noise that sounded like he was hacking up phlegm. 

"Bit nosey there, love, eh?" He said, sneering ever so slightly. 

‘I'm sorry." | said. 


"Mmm.. My.. nightmares aren't very nice. Hence why | don't call em’ dreams. Let's leave it at that, yeah?" 
Murdoc suggested. 


| nodded understandingly, 
Another silence. 

"Murdoc?" | spoke very faintly. 

"Mm?" He didn't bother looking at me, instead glaring at a crumb on the table. 
| hesitated 


"Do you.. Do you ever feel like | do? Concerning your.. nightmares. You.. Do you ever feel like a monster?" | 


asked, looking into his distant eyes almost hidden by his hair. 


He shrugged. 

"Yeah," He replied, "But the difference between you and me, Noodle girl, is that your nightmares make you feel 
like a monster, or that you could turn into one.. Mine just remind me that | am one." 

"But you're not-" | wasn't sure why | was defending his innocence, as | knew he wasn't a good man, but | 
couldn't stand the way he looked like he was biting down his tears, almost shaking with the conflict of letting it 
all out or keeping it deep inside. 

Perhaps | related to him more than | realised 

"Don't," He said with a stern voice, still not looking at me, "Don't do that, Noodle. | know what | am. You'll 
understand soon. Monsters.. They're not just raging beasts that blindly kill, or whatever. Sometimes monsters.. 
sneak.. and manipulate.. They slowly ruin others’ lives and make everyone around them miserable. Plenty of 
monsters in the world, Noodle, which I'm sure you know. Not gonna.. Not gonna sugarcoat it or nothin’... 


anything.. Nah.” 


He coughed, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. 


"Need more beer." He muttered. 
"You've had enough." | told him. 


He laughed drily. 
"Yeah." 


Another short silence. 

"Murdoc?" | said. 

"What is it?" 

".. What about the weak part?" | asked. 

"Eh?" 

"The nightmares that make me feel small, or.. Weak" | said. 
"What about em'?" He asked, frowning. 

"Do you ever get those?" | asked, watching his face. 

He breathed deeply though his nose, still not meeting my eyes. 


"Yeah" He sighed. 


"Just nightmares, though, yes?" | asked wearily. 


"Hmm... Yeah. | suppose. | dunno.. Don't worry about it, Noodle, everyone gets those kind of dreams. Everyone on 


this ruddy planet gets nightmares." Murdoc huffed. 
"Even you." 


"Yeah. Like | said. | get em’ all the time. Sometimes the ones that make me feel weak or small frighten me 


more than the ones that make me feel like a monster... Sometimes: 
"Why do they make you feel weak or small?" 

"What are you, my bloody therapist?" 

"| didn't mean" 


"The ones with my dad," Murdoc mumbled, running a hand over his face, "They scare the absolute shite out of 


me. 


"Your father makes you feel small and weak?" | asked, very carefully. 


He nodded. 
"Yeah." He said, though it looked like he wanted to say so much more. 


Yet again, another silence. 


"Well," Said Murdoc, much louder and not as distant, as he stretched and clicked his back, "I think it's time you 
went back off to bed, missy." 


"You as well.” | told him. 


He grinned. 
"Yeah," He replied, "Me as well" 


We stood up from our chairs. 
| can help you to your winnebago, if you'd like," | said, "You look like you can barely walk." 


Murdoc snorted, still grinning. 
"Oi," He muttered, ruffling my hair, "Ill be fine. OFF you go." 


| smiled back at him. 


"Alright. Goodnight, Murdoc." | said, walking off. 
"Noodle." Murdoc quickly called. 
| stopped and turned around. 


His smile was gone and he appeared uncomfortable, but he looked properly at me. 


"You can come talk to me whenever you have those stupid nightmares again." He said. 


| smiled wider. 


"Thank you, Murdoc," | said, "You can talk to me about yours as well, if you want." 


He laughed. 
"Deal," He said, before turning away, "Night" 


When | was back in my bed, | stared up at the pitch black ceiling for a while. 
Then | smiled. 


‘lm alright," | whispered to myself, closing my eyes and getting comfortable, "I'm good." 


Sad stressful sex 


Author's Notes: 
Just a short story of 2D and Paula having sex. Pre-Phase |, obviously. It's not supposed to be sexy, just cold 
and sad and stroppy. 


It was nice. 

Quick, and boring. 

But nice. 

It felt good. It always does. 


Stu's big hands touched her tits. He didn’t pull on them, didn't squeeze or slap. Didn't even play with the nipples. 
Just laid his palms on top of them, looking up at her as if waiting for her to tell him what to do. 
She bounced tiredly on his cock. That was something, at least. He had a nice long cock. 


Paula was sweating, and she thought about hopping off of him and having a shower. She smelled really bad. 
But his face was so pathetic and desperate, cheeks bright red and tongue poking out of the gap where his 
front teeth should be, panting and moaning and muttering her name again and again, like a mantra She resisted 
the urge to slap him upside the head and tell him to bloody hurry up. 

Instead she sighed and rolled her eyes, but he didn't notice. 


She thought about Murdoc. 

She looked away from Stu, couldn't bare that fucking look anymore, like he adored her and always would. 

She stared up at the ceiling as she bounced, imagining Murdoc's cock seeping in and out of her wet cunt. 
He'd hurt her. He'd dig his nails in her and pull her hair and grip her face and bite her, all over. Make her 


scream and cry and beg for more. 


"Oh, fuck." She groaned, breathless. She squeezed her eyes shut, determined to keep imagining Murdoc, even if 
it hurt her heart a little. Even if it made her feel empty and cold inside. 

Even if she could hear Stu's high pitched moans and goofy whispers of her name, instead of Murdoc's growls 
and name calling. Slut, dirty thing, whore, all that. 

She bit her lip, feeling her orgasm approaching. 

She heard Stu gasp, knowing he was going to let her know he was close. Murdoc would probably just do it, 


letting his seed slide down her thighs as he smoked a fag, maybe even blow it in her face as she came down 


"Paula," Stu practically squealed like a pornstar, and Paula scrunched up her nose and huffed, "P-Paul- Pauls, l- 


| c- l'm." 


"Go on, Stu-Pot," She hissed, almost angrily, "Do it then. Come on" 


He did, releasing inside the condom. 

Paula came soon after, moaning like a pig. She always hated the way she sounded when she orgasmed. It was 
unattractive. 

Murdoc would probably laugh at her. 

Stu loved it though, smiling up at her as his chest heaved, brow sweaty and hands letting go off her breasts 
and timidly running them along her thighs as she squirted, breathing heavily like a dog, her hair in her face. 
As soon as she calmed down, she got off him and sat on the edge of the bed. She felt sick. 


Stu got rid of the condom and shimmied over behind her, stroking her shoulders and then her hair, kissing her 
jaw and her neck. 


"You alright?" He asked, so gently and softly and so fucking sweetly, Paula couldn't take it. 
"Mfine," She muttered, getting away from him and going to the bathroom, "Gonna have a shower. Or a bath. | 
dunno." 


She hoped he didn't offer to join her. 


"Alright," He said in such a genuine and loving voice that she practically slammed the bathroom door shut, 
turning on the shower to block everything out, until it was all just white noise, "Love you!" 


She sat on the toilet as the water ran, breathing heavily and closing her eyes, trying not to cry. 


